Some figure of the golden times was hid ;

Who could not lack whatever this world could give,

Because she was the form that made it live.

Nor could complain that this world was unfit

To be stay'd in then when she was in it :

She that first tried indifferent desires

By virtue, and virtue by religious fires ;

She to whose person Paradise adher'd,

As courts to princes ; she whose eyes ensphered

Star-light., enough to have made the South controul,

Had she been there, the star-full northern pole ;

She, she is gone ; she's gone ! When thou know'st this,

What fragmentary rubbish this world is

Thou know'st, and that it is not worth a thought;

He honours it too much that thinks it nought.

Think then, my Soul, that death is but a groom

Which brings a taper to the outward room,

Whence thou spiest first a little glimmering light,

And after brings it nearer to thy sight;

For such approaches heav*n dojh .make in death :

Think thyself labouring now with broken breath,

And think those broken and soft notes to be

Division, and thy happiest harmony.

Think thee laid on thy death-bed, loose and slack,

And thjnfe that but unbinding of a oack,